LONDON ANNIE IN THE HOPFIELDS
T TT THEN passing summer flecked the leaves VV  With golden stains and tongues of flame,
And harvesters bound up the sheaves, Haggard and pale and worn she came.
But now, where their green tendrils twine In fairy arches down the glade, She picks the hops, and her eyes shine Like those of a bacchante strayed.
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